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me, and I was once more master of my mind, I
reflected that the parody was but a parody, wonderful
for its neatness and quickness, and for its seizure of
what was awkward in the roll of Emerson's diction,
but essentially superficial. However, what would
wit be if it were profound ? I must leave it
there, feeling that I have not explained why Lang's
extraordinary drollery in conversation so often left
on the memory a certain sensation of distress.

But this was not the characteristic of his humour
at its best, as it was displayed throughout the
happiest period of his work. If, as seems possible,
it is as an essayist that he will ultimately take his
place in English literature, this element will continue
to delight fresh generations of enchanted readers.
I cannot imagine that the preface to his translation
of " Theocritus/' " Letters to Dead Authors/1 "In
the Wrong Paradise/' " Old Friends/' and " Essays
in Little " will ever lose their charm ; but future
admirers will have to pick their way to them through
a tangle of history and anthropology and mythology,
where there may be left no perfume and no sweet-
ness. I am impatient to see this vast mass of writing
reduced to the limits of its author's delicate, true,
but somewhat evasive and ephemeral genius. How-
ever, as far as the circumstances of his temperament
permitted, Andrew Lang has left with us the memory
of one of our most surprising contemporaries, a
man of letters who laboured without cessation from
boyhood to the grave, who pursued his ideal with
indomitable activity and perseverance, and who was